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it home. Eliza agreed to go to the fair at Pendleton, Oregon,
to see if she could find some shorthorn beef cattle. He told
her to put an acre of ground at every labourer's family's
disposal, and to build a house on it; to select a site for the
community school and to apply for a teacher. She was also
to pick a site for the community store. It was his ambition
to raise everything on the ranch, to make it self-sufficient,
to haul nothing up the hill except flour and sugar.

Ready to retire for the night, they walked together down
the long hall to his study. Eliza said, " By the time you come
back I'll have the store all built and stocked, and the school
all built and the teacher applied for. We'll apply to the
government for a post office, and I'll put up a flagpole and
we'll have a little town of our own up here, and we'll call
it Independence." He put his arm about her shoulder, gave
it a rough squeeze, said in deadly earnest, "I go you, old
girl," walked through his study and on to his sleeping porch.
Eliza went to bed.

At seven o'clock the next morning Sekine, the Japanese
servant who had replaced Nakata, came running into Eliza's
room with terror on his face, crying, "Missie, come quick.
Master act funny, like he drunk." Eliza ran to the sleeping
porch, saw at once that Jack was unconscious, telephoned to
Sonoma for Doctor Allan Thomson. Doctor Thomson found
Jack in a state of narcosis; he had apparently been un-
conscious for some time. On the floor of the room he found
two empty vials labelled morphine sulphate and atropine
sulphate; on the night-table he found a pad with some
figures on it which represented a calculation of the lethal
dose of the drug. He then telephoned the druggist in
Sonoma to prepare an antidote for morphine poisoning, and
asked his assistant, Doctor Hayes, to bring it up with him.
The two doctors washed out Jack's stomach, administered
stimulants, massaged his limbs. Only once during these
treatments did he seem to respond. His eyes opened slowly,
his lips muttered what might have been "Hallo." He then
again relaxed into unconsciousness.

Doctor Thomson reports that grief-stricken Eliza worked